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It appears that Karoline was as yet not profiting, or profiting
only in part, by the interest, and Leopold, annoyed at the
prospect of losing his dividends, flatly refused, and refused in
the most offensive manner,

Karoline could stand no more. She, her mother, and Karl
left for Berlin; and Coco, screaming inappropriate observations
in German, went with them.

So ended Karoline's effort to play understudy to Charlotte.

On their way to the coast the Bauers drove through an
uproarious London, "jubilant over the King's decease,"

Leopold, it is interesting to learn, had made enough money
out of his year's drizzling to buy a soup tureen, which he
presented as a birthday present to the little Victoria. Not,
one would imagine, a particularly attractive present to a child
of eleven.

In 1831 he was elected King of the Belgians, and henceforth
the Leopold-Stockmar brain became influential in all the affairs
of Europe. In a letter which Leopold wrote eight years later
he remarked that all the honours that could be given were
his. He had realized every ambition; but happiness had
loitered behind. When an old man, in answer to a request
from his niece, now Queen Victoria, that he would write down
some of his recollections, he spoke of Charlotte and, writing
in his prim way in the third person, referred to "the destruction
at one blow of every hope and happiness of Prince Leopold.
He has never recovered the feeling of happiness which had
blessed his short married life."

But of his attempt one spring to recapture it among the
lilacs and laburnums of Regent's gark he made no mention.
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